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rites) had been terrible, but that the increase in his sufferings
had brought joy to the dying man, because he did not doubt
that one moment of agony could count for much in the saving
of mankind at that dark hour of the war. Augustin spoke of
the doctrine which sets an infinite value upon suffering, as
though he, too, believed it.
'Perhaps/ he said, 'lives which, by the standards of this world,
have been a failure, will, by those of the absolute, show as the
only true successes/
Was he speaking for himself or for me? We walked along
the quays as far as the cross-roads where the bridge, loaded with
lorries and trams, shows a double Hne of flame upon the water.
We climbed down and went in under the enormous arch where
sleeping bodies lay, and stood there for a long time without
speaking, listening to the sound of the river making towards
the sea. It was there, in the darkness, that we parted* Neither
of US' wanted to take a last look at the other's face. I even, felt,
a strange eagerness to be alone, so that I might convince myself
that this poor, unhappy man had not destroyed in me the
image of the young Augustin. I loved his memory more than
I loved him! No doubt this feeling was confused and unavowed.
To see it for what it was, I had to come, by chance, last night
upon that passage in Chateaubriand which is, surely, the cruel-
lest confession ever made by a dying man: "To part from
actual things is nothing, but, from our memories, how differ-
ent! For the heart breaks when it is torn from its dreams, so
small a part does reality play in the consciousness of men/